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mvtrip to verdun-a dying, shell-ridden city

Tbe Vauban Citadel, in the Shelter of
Whieh Palling Shells Cannot Find
You.1 louscs and Blocks That Arc
Vanishing Hourly."But Will¬

iarn Will Not Come."

By FRANK H. SIMONDS,
Author of 'Thp Great War."

Thr- citadel of Verdun. tho hulwark ofl
risea

tha ir.endo.vs of tl M

noKhiagof th. ruptneaa of thc

genprnj and still pt
-fckh led the avritera of other wai

forts af "fro^-ri-." Il
MV by Vauban. H

a solid rock nnd blastcd out redoubts and

Tho genorations that fol-

,ow?d | into tho Urtef rock and

cnated within tt a .vholo city of caUcombi
s vart hlrjrriirUi of paisaagefl and e____aben

K£ y. u elevator was addod by
the lata-t -afineers, so that one can po

frcr. floor 1 or, from tho lcvel of tho

w to tho level of tho summit of tho

.indred feel
B_. many eor-

sinc-

tllc w e world has coir.e to know

of tho underground life in Verdun, to think

of the city as defonded by MM wonder-

fu. rystem of subterranean work-

think of Verdun, in fact. m ¦ eity
or citadel that is defensible oithor

by walis or by fort* But tho truth

i« far different: even the old cita.lt<1

cave; its manive walls
itural rock resist tho ihelli M they

would repulse an avalanche; but th-

.hat were once on ita parapets are gono. the

gone far out on tho 11

,«. n0w ;. ore brcad ia baked, where

wounded men are .* broughtv
9 and ofl".
.ntic mJasion it ia to.

through tho town open, to

police the ashes of thc city, to do wha
mains of the work that one the lot

ivil author
the shelter of this

.i a falling
rved to rcmind you of tho real mean-

lan of the mon,- ive the
automobile and piunpo in1 naricome

Itj of this cavern.thi? u

" personal incident of
The more ahadow of the

penel ate it

<o r-afety.
My Hott in Verdun.

» momenta of wandering by corri-
¦'¦ t very heart of

the rock brought ua to tbe quarl
attention

to onaj all my good fortuni
I city; 1 i1 the end, I *.

whieh I (-hall never forget
Unlike Pttain or Joffre, General Duhoia

.le man, poasibly a trifle older than
eithcr. A whitr-hairod, bright-eyed, vigor-

oldier, who mado his real fame in
Madagaacai h Gallieni,

irm broke was sent I
rlun 1 who know him.to

work that there f per-
.nd tho battle line. Thi "

about * ion of the
well as thi

wlion. he
mded

with n eral" thal
of .ii cipline. hi

.,.' ;, .1 were thi

..ud, whose

made, ave rel

ter and lighl plant.
the unauspected -k. ln

vided each day,
menv. an ocean

und it gi

ter tha
Then are slipped back Into dayligl

tho faco
.y an.l
ne in-

."tudied tho anple at whieh they dro]
w* ni>: miniatura avalanchi

brought arith them. But ahra]
'tr, tl
inpr. and the enemy. I

before underatood the full mi

A Cily Dying Mourly.
t prelii

...! en-
d in tho next and wo

**t out U> viait Verdun, to visit tho ruins,

or. r.vtVu-r. to s«>r- not n city thal was dead,
bul a m riaibly, honrl; dying

¦. . waa V44iaiahing by bloca
was tii'l yet faiicn to the
,'. \ rai ¦ ity thal ir.

where thero w. ra gardena behind
ity where

f.'w brave old build itood four

squaro and Rolid. bul only waiting what

was to come.

storm of shells had ootno, you could nl-
nii.4-t fad that th.' storm was hut. Rlis-

jiend.'d, not over. that at any moment it

mipht hoirin again.
Vct even in thc midst of dcstruotio-i

thero were cnetavcs of un.haken struet-

ures. On the line Mazol, "Main Street,'"

tho chief olothitik' store mse immune

amid at-hes on all siden. Its bug« plato-
irlass window wa- not even cracked. And

behind the window a little mannikin, one

,,f the familiar invagaa that wear clothes

;,4 t.-nipt the j.urchai. Btood erort. A
French soldi. r had crcp*. lll and raised

the stifT nnn of the mannikin to the salnte,

pushed back the hat to a rakish BTJgle.
Tha mannikin Mimed alive and more UUUI
alive. the emhodiment of thi- Bpirii of the

place. Faeing northward toward the Get-
n av. guna ii aeeined to resnond to th.m

with a "morituri ealutamua." "Th'- last

eivilian in Verdun," the sohiier called him.

hut his mtinner wa: rather that of tho

Poilu.

Houscs wrecked by ahell-fire at Verdun.

re 1 visited Verdun T had see-;

many cities and towns whieh had been

wholly or partially destroycd, eithcr by
shell iire or by the ("crinan soldiers in their

invasion before the Marne. One
much like another, and

thrill quite like that you cx-

periei ...i foo the lirst. Hut these

towns had died ncarly tWO years ago; in-

most the reaurrection had begun:
little re.l roofa were l.eginning to shine

.through the brown treea and stark ruins.
Childi '¦ i;i tho squares. I*

! ave when J
an old peasant pl .* *

of a hard fought battle
'corner.the senso of n beginning aa an

of death and destruction.
j;.h al \ ittorly different

ofHfi Ivity beginning
again or survi othinsr.
Some time in tho recent past all the little

who Hved in * ad put
ild be quickly

1 slipped out of their home, thal araa

iy under l death. Th ry
d they had

ehind them no I ¦

.¦ .¦ ave for a few soldiers wh»

passed rapidly along the treeta, as one

marches in a hea tonri.

Vagaiie- of Shell-Fire.
r- \. rdun waa not wholly dead. Shell-

inexplieabk of all thingi
thal carry destruction. As you |

treet tho mark of destruction
varied witl Here the blast
had >.¦ '" building squarely;
it had '¦ n rii d u ith il into ruin behi

¦..rl all thal Ihc house contained.
wall the ti

rndisturbed; pieture ¦.. even a

left it, hung aa perhapa il had hung when
timate

hai befor¦ she de-
into the outer darl

house had lost only the
.. H utood M if il

had been opened for your [nspection by
< hairs, 11

all the of the 1
visibly OUtward toward the street,

II firm, but open to the four
! ¦th< were ]

. before the
to the interior. Again,
thal beyond were ut-

walls, front walls. evcry-

ip and vanished the iron
t«d into hea})-. the stone work

crumbled to dual; tl rho of ruin
noked, for i! ara a shell of jreetar-

day tl. this worlf.
i: era, wl re the miatral

away from
the invarial " "

even In the summer

| .. de bent '.y
. felt

lun, fi lt rather than saw, a whole
town not bent. but crumpled, erusin

.¦ of fall arai alwaya apparent; jron
eould tell the direetion from whieh each]

A Factory That Wa*.

\\ t crossed the river and the eanal an l

riopped bj tha ruin of what ha'l oncc heen

i big factory or warchouse. We erawled

Ihrouarh bb opaa sheii-made braach in the

rick wall and stood in thc interior. The

vvere still hot, and in corncrs thero

rfioking tires. Two days apo, nt

just this time. your guidea told you, men

een working here; maklng bread, I
think. At the same time we had ome to

Lhe ruina the same time of day, thal
the Germana had droppad a half rloien

incendiary shells into the buildinp and it

had burned in ten minutcs. Most of the

roeri who had been there then were still

there, under the anioking mas? of am

age; the amell of burned human flesh ara

in the air.
A few step« away there was a little

bouae .tandinp intact. On the floor there

were stretched four rolls of white cloth.

Th" general and thost? with him toofc oil

their hats as they entered. He opened on.'

t tha paekage and you aaw only a

¦han-ed black maaa,aomething thal
like a half burned log taken froiri tl
place. Hut two dav, apo it had been I

man, and the mctal disk of identification

had already heen found and had ?ir\..i

to disclose the victim'-- name. These were

the First bodiei that had heen romoved
from ihe ruina.
Taking our ean again we drove back

and atoppad before the Maine, and
inp under the arch entered the courtyard.
The building had fared better than
but there were many sliell mark-. In the

courtyard were four puns. Porty*aii
bafore another Oerman army had

come dov.n from the N'orth, another whiii-
wind of artillery had struck the *own and
lai'l if in u.-hes, but even under the a

the tOWn had lield OUt for three week.-.

Aftenrard the Republk of France had
piven theaa guna to thi' peop!.- of Verdun

gnition of their heroiam.
The rireman of Verdun.

In the courtyard I was prefented to a

man wearing the nniforn and helmet of
¦ nreman. He araa the chief of the Ver
dun fire di partment. His mission, his
periloua duty, it was to help extinpuish
tha flrea that flamed up after every shell.
ln all my life I hav. ti a man

at oncc o cruahed and M patentiy cour-

He was t:"t younp, hut his hlue
LrOrraine eyes were i-till clear. Tet 'ie
lookad at you, he looked out upon the
world, arith undiaguiaed arnazernent For
a peneration his business had heen to

fight ftrea. He had protected his litt'"
ti'wn from eonflagrationa that mipht some-

perhapa once, poaslbly tvrice, have
ri.-en to the dipnity of .1 "three alarm."
For the real be ba

\'"\v out of the akiea and th<' da

and "ut of .

", fire had do
upon hl toeri Iar an «¦.

lanche of incendiary Ul lor a land-
¦Uda "f fire, his city was melting aitibly
r.to gghaa. He had lired fire and dnamel
lire for half a cer.tury, hat now the world(
had turned to tire. his world.and hoj

lookad out upon it in dttod wonder. Ho

COUld rm longer light this (ire, restrain it,

eiin(|uer it; he eould only go out under

tho bursting shells and strive to minimize'
hy SOOM fraction tho destruction; but it

mi only eliild's play, this work of his|
whieh had been a man's business. And

there was no mistaking the fact that this

world was n<nv too mueh for him. He wai

,i brave man; they told me of things he

had done; but his little eosmos had gone

to ehnos utterly.
Where the Crown Prince Did Not Come.

We entered our rars again and went

to another quarter of the eity. Evcry-
where vere ashes and ruin, but evorywhe.-..
the |MM Of ¦ d.vtnictii.n that was pro-

gressive. not complete: it still marelie.l. I!

wa M AlTM ha.i been, they told me, be¬

fore the last wall had tumbled and the

Artola capKal had boeoine nothing but a

memory. We dimbod the slope toward the

eathed-al and StOpped in a littlc square

Itfl] unFcathed, the Place d'Armes, tho

most historic acrc of the town. After a

moment I realizod what my friends were

telling me. It was in this square that the

Crown Prince was to receive tho sur-

render of thc town. Along the road we

had climbed he was to lead his victorious

army through the town and out the Porte

de France beyond. In this square the

Kaiser was to stand and review the armyi

to greet his victorious son. Tho scene as

it had been arranged was almo-t rehearsed

for you in the gestures of the French of-

ftcers.
"Hut Williarn has not come," they said,

.and he will not come now." This last was

not speken as a boast, but as a faith, a

eonvietion.
Still climbing we came to the eathedral. It

Mtted on the very top pinnacle of the

rock of Verdun, sugge«ting the French

,-ities of Provenee. Its two tower?, MVt_N

and lacking ornamentation, are the land-

marka of the countryaide for miles around.

When I came back to Ameriea I read the

story of an American correspondent
whom tha ('crmans had brought down

from Horlin to see the destruction of Ver¬

dun. They had brought I'm to tho edge if
the hills and then thrown some incendiary
vhells into tho town, the very shells that

killed the men whose bodies I had seen.

The Mack smoke and ilames rushed up

around these towers and then the G«r«
mans brought the eorrespondent over th-.

hills and shi.wed him the destruction of

Verdun. Ho describod it vividly and con-

duded that the condition of the town must

bfl ilesperate.
Teulonic Sttge Management.

They nre a wonderful people, these Ger¬

mana, in th"ir stare management. Of

course this was preci.sely the thing that

they deaired that he should feel. They had
sent their shells at the richt moment, tht
whole performance had gone off like eloeh-
work. Those poor blackened masiM of

humanity in the house l.elow were the coK
that was reprcsented in the performanoo.
And since there ifl much still left to buru

Vi rdun, the Germana may repeat thia
thing whene.er they dc-ire.

Hut somewhere three or four miles from

here, and between Verdun and the (Jor-

mans, are many thousands of Krrnehmen,
with guna and eannon, and ln arts of even

finer metal. They cannot even know that
Verdun is being sbelled or la burning, and
it' it burna to uHimato ashes it will not af-

them or their lines. This is the faUacy
of all the talk of the destruction of Verdun

City tnd the desperate condition of its de-
fendera The army l.-ft Verdun for the
hills when the war began; the people left
when the present drive began in February.
Even the dogs and eats, whieh were seen

by correapondente in earlier visita, have
been reacued and sent away. Verdun i

dead, it ifl almost as dead as are Arras and
Ypres; but neither of these tOWUS a^ter a

year and a half of bombardment has fall. n.

The correspondent who was taken up on

a Ull by tho (Jermans to see Verdun burn,
after it had been carefully set on tire by
shell fire, was discovercl by French gun-
riers and shelled. He went away taking
with him an impression of a doomod eity.
This pieture was duly transmitted te
Ameriea. Hut two days later, when I vis-

. e eity, there was i.o evidence of des-

perati'-n, because there was no one left to

be detperate. Doubtkaa on oecaiioa we

-ha'.l have many more deseriptions of the
destruction of this town, descriptions meant

to impreSfl American-. or encourage l.er-

The material for sueh Arefl is not
tatod. The eathedral on the top of

the hill ll hardly shell-marked at all, and it
will make a famous ilisplay when it is fired
Bl was Kheims, as were the churches of
ChampagM and Artoia. Hut there is some-
thing novel in th. tboughl of h eity I urned,
not to make a P.oman or even (Jerrnan holi-
,l.y, but burned t<. mak" the world believe
.hat the Battle of V. rdun had been a (.»-r

man victory.
The Madonna of ihe Tre«.

For two hourfl we wandered about the

town, explorinp and estimating the effeeF

of heavy punfire, for the Germana are tOO

far from thc city to use anythinp hut heavy
puns effectively. Tho imprcssions of such

¦ visit are too numerous to recall. I shall

mention hut one more. Behind the cathe¬

dral are cloisters that the guide books men¬

tion; they incloso a courtyard that was

oncc derorated with statues of saints. By
some accident or miracle.there are always
miraclcs in tshcllcd towns.one of these im-

apes, perhaps that of the Madonna, has

!he.'ii lifted from its pedestal and thrown

into the branches of a tree, which seems

almost to hold it with outstretched arms.

At lenpth we left the town, poinp out by
tho Porto de France, which cuts the old

Vauhan ramparts, now as deserted as

thoso of I'aris, ramparts that had been

covcred with treea and were now strewn

with the debris of the trccs that had fallen

under the shell fire. In all this time not a

shell had fallen in Verdun; it was the firal

eompletely tranquil morninp in wceks; but

there was always the sense of impcnding
dcstruction, there wan always the sense of

the approachinp shell. There was an odd

subconscious curiosity, and something more

than curiosity, about thc mental processes
of some men, not far away, who were be-

LUtfe guns pointed toward you, guns which

yesterday or the day before had sent their

destruction to the very spot where you
* stood.

Fear in tho Open.
Yet, oddly enouph, in the town there was

a wholly absurd sense of security, derived
from the fact that thero were still build-

Dgl between you and thosc pun.s. You saw

that the buildinps went to dust and ashes
whenever the puns were fired; you saw that
each explosion mipht turn a city block into

lashes, and yet you were plad of thc build¬

inps and there was reassurance in their

shadows. .N'ow we travelled in thc open
country; we began to climb across the face

of a bare hill, and it was the face that

fronted the Gcrmans.

Presently the peneral's car stuck in the

mud and we halted, for a minute perhaps;
then wa went on; we passed a dead horse

lyinp in thc road; then, of a sudden,

came that F-ame terrible prindinp, metallic

craah. I have never seen any description
of a heavy Khell explosion that fittcd it.

Behind us we could see the black smoke

War That Is Invisible.A Luncheon Un
derground with a Toast to Ameriea.
The Last Courtesy from a General

and a Host.Nothing That
Was Not Beautiful.

Copyright 1916.The Tribune Ass'n.

Verdun is like a lump of sugar in a finger-
bowl, and I was standing on the rim. It

seemed utterly impossible that any one

should even think of this town as a for-

tress or count its ashes as of mcaning in

the conflict.

The W«r Invisible.
Somcwhere in the background a French

battery of heavy guns was firing, and th-
sound was clear; but it did not suggest
war, rather a blasting operation. The Ger¬
man guns were still again. There was a

faint billowing roll of gunfire across the
river toward Douaumont, but very faint.
As for trenches, soldiers, evidences of bat-

tle, they did not exist. I thought of Ralph
Pulitrer's vivid story of riding to the
Rhelms front in a military aeroplane and

seeing, of war, just nothing.
The geography of the Verdun country un-

rolled before us with absolute clarity; the
whole relation of hills and river and rail-
roads was unmistakable. But despite the
faint sound of muskctry, the occasional

roar of a French gun, 1 might have been in

the Herkshires looking down on the Housa-

tonic. __ix miles to the north around Le
Mort Homme that battle whieh has not

stopped for two months was still going on.

Around Douaumont the overture was just
starting, the overture to a stiff fight in the

afternoon, hut of all the circumstances of

battle that one has read of, that one still

vaguely expeets to see, there was not a

sign. If it suited their fancy the Germans

eould turn the hill on whieh I stood into a

erater of ruin. as they did with Fort Lon-

cin at Ficgc. We were well within range,

easy range; we lived because they had no

object to scrve by such shooting, but wr

were without even a hint of their where-

abouts.
I have already described the military

A Verdun block wiped out.

rising from the ground in a suburb through
whieh we had just come. I saw three ex-

plosions. A moment later we were at the

gate of Fort de la f haume. and we were

warned not to stop, but to hasten in. for

the Germana, whenever they see ears at

this point, su«=peet that JofTre has arrived.
or President Poincare, and act ae.-ordingly.
W, did not delay.

Fort de In Cbaume.

F.ut de Ia Chaurne is one of the many

fortitications built sinee the Franco-Prus-
sian War and intended to defend the city,
Like all the rest, it ceased to have value
When the German artillery had shown at

and at Xarnur that it was the master

<f the fOTt Then the French left their
forta and went out to trenches beyond and
took with them the heavy guns that tho
fort once boasted. To-day Fort de la
Chaurne is just an empty shell, as empty
as the old Vauban citadel in the valley be-

low. And what is true of this fort is true

of all the other forts of that famou
tress of Verdun, whieh is no longer a for-

tress, but a r-eetor in the trench line that

runa from the North Sea to Switzerland.
I mm the walls of the fort staff offieers

-howed me the surrounding country. I

looked down on the city of Verdun. hiding
under the ehadow of its eathedral. I

.1 across the level Meuse Valley, with

ttlfl river; I studied the wall of hills

beyond. Somewhere in the tangle on the

hoitmi was liouaumont. whieh th-
mans held. DoWU the valley of the rfver in

Um haze was the town of Hras, whieh WM

French; beyoi;.! it the vi.'.age of Vachereau-
ville, whieh wa.s German. Heyond the hillfl

in the centre of the pieture, but hidden by
them, were Le Mort Homme and Hill 304,

'f*eopraphy of Verdun. I shall not attempt
to repeat it here, but it is the invisibility of

warfare, whether examined from the earth
or the air, which impresse3 the civilian. If

you go to the trenches you creep through
tunnels and cavities until you are permitted
to peer thouph a peephole, and you see ycl-
low dirt some yarda away. You may hear
bullets over your head, you may hear shells

pa-sinp. but what you see is a hillside w.th
some slashinps. That is the enemy. If

you po to an observation post back of the
trenches, then you will i-ee a who'.e ranpe of

'country. but not even the trenches of your
owa side.
From the Grand Mont east of Nanoy I

watched some French hatteries. sheil the
German line. I didn't aee the French guns,

I didn't see thc German trenches, I ¦: ln'1
see the French line. I did see --ome black
¦nieka rising a little above thc underhrush,
and I was told that the shells were striking
behind the German lines and that the gun-
ners were searching for a German hattery.
But I might as well have been ohservirp a

gang of Italians at blasting operations in
thc Monte.air mountains. And the officer
with me said: "Our children aro just
amusing themselves."

A Luncheon Underground.
From Fort de la Chaumc we rode back

to the citadel; and there I was tne guest of
the general and thc officers of the town

parrison; their guest because I was an

American who came to see their town. I
.4hall always remember that luncheon down
in the very depths of this rock in a dimly
liphted room. I sat at the general's ripht,
ar.d all around me were Ihe men whose
day's work it was to keep the roads open,
the machinery running in the shell-cursed
city. Every time they went out into day-
light they know that they might not return..

For two months the storm had beaten
about this rock, it had writtcn its mark

upon all theae faces, and yet it had neither
extinguished the light ror thr* laughter; the
sense of strength and of calmness was in-

eseapable, and never have I known auch

charming, such thoughtful h...>ts.
When thc champagne came the old gen-

eral rose and made me a little speech. He

spoke in English, with absolute correct-

ness, but as one who spoke it with diffl-
culty. He welcomed me as an American to

Verdun, he thanked me for eoming, he
raised his glass to drink to my country and
the hope that in the right time she would ,

be standing with France.in the cause of t

civiliration. Always in his heart, in his
thought, in his speech, the Frenchman is
thinking of that cause of civilization; al¬
ways this is what the tcrrible conflict that
is eating up all France means to him.

Afterward we went out of this cavern

into daylight, and the officers came and
shook hands with me and said goodby.
One does not say au revoir at the front;
one says "bonne chance"."good luck; it

may and it may not.we hope not," We
entered our cars and were about to start,
when suddenly with a blinding, stunning
crash a whole salvo landed in the meadow

just bejroad the road, we eould not see>

where, because some houses hid the field.
I. was the most suddenly appalling crash
I have ever heard.

Instantly the general ordered our driv-
ers to halt. He explained that it migh.'
bc the beginning of a bombardment or only
a single trial, a detail in ihe intcrmittent

firing to cut thc road that we were b tak:?.
We sat waiting for several moments anrj-
no more r-hots came. Then the general
turned and gave an order to his car to

foliow, bade our drivers go fast and
climbed into my car and sat down. The

wandering American correspondent was

his guest. He eould not protect him from

the shell fire. He eould not prevent it.

Hut he eould sharc the danger. He eould
share the risk, and so he rode with me the

mile until we passed beyond the danger
zone. There ho gave me another "bonne
chanre' and left me, went back to his shell-
cursed town with its ruins and its

agonies.
I hope I shall see General Dubois again.

I hope it will be on the day when he h

made Govemor of Strassburg.
"Nothinf That W«_ Not Bcautiful."

As we left Verdun the firing was in-
.-reasing; it was rolling up like a rising
gale; the infantry fire wa? becoming pro-
nounced; the Germans were beginning an

attack upon Fe Mort Homme. Just before
sunset we passed through the Argonne
Forost and came out beyond. On a hill to

the north against tho sky the monument

of Valmy stood out in clear relief, mark-

ing the hill where Kellermann had turned
back another Prussian army. Then wo

slipped down into the Plain of Chalonv
where other Frenehmen had met and con-

quered Attila. At dark we halted in Mont-

mirail, where N'apoleon won his last vie-

tory before his Fmpire fell. The sound of
the guns we had left behir.d was still 'n
our ears and the mear.ir.g of these names

in our minds. Presently my French com-

panion said to me: "It is a long time,
isn't it?-' He meant all the years since
the first storm came out of the north, and
I think the same thought is in every
Frenchman's mind. Then hc told me his
story.

"I had two boy.-*," he said; "one was

taken from me years ago ln an accident;
he was killed and it was terrible. But
the other I gave.
"He was shot, my last boy, up near Ver¬

dun, in the beginning of the war. He did
not die at once and I went to him. For
twenty days I sat be>ide him in a eellar
waiting for him to die. I bought the last
coffin in the village, that he might be buried
in it, and kept it under my 1 >*i'. We talked
many times before he died. and he told
me all he knew of the figh\ of the men

about him and how they feU.
"My name is finished, but I say to you

now that in all that experi-r.ee there waa

nothing that was not beautiful." And as

far as I ean analyze or put in words the
impression that I have br.-ught away from

e, from the ruin and the suffering
and the destruction, l think it Efl expresaei
in those words. I have seen nothing that
was not beautiful, too, boctVM through
all the spirit of France shone clear and
bright


